THE SECOND NIGHT

" She comes here, perhaps with news of the very place
he's going to meet the submarine, and you haven't the
guts to telephone to me to come back. But you let her
go! Let her go without any precautions of any kind!
Let her go without saying a word! Oh, my God, the
sooner you're back in the licorice trade, the better for
everything else in this unhappy world except licorice."

" It's no good getting ratty with me, Commander
Waterlow. You told me I was never to telephone you
at the Legation under any circumstances. You made
that a rule."

Waterlow waved his arms in an ecstasy of rage.
" A rule! A rule! You infernal duffer, how many
times have I told you that rules are made to be broken ?
Why didn't you come and fetch me and keep the girl
here till we got back ? You did the one thing you ought
not to have done."

" Now listen, Commander Waterlow ; be fair, please.
She came here at half-past eight, just after I'd gone out
to dinner."

" Dinner! Dinner! " Waterlow raved. " Do you
ever think about anything else except your fat belly ? "

" Well, a man's got to eat some time. You were
having your dinner at the Hotel du Monde."

" Go on," Waterlow snarled. " How long did you
spend guzzling?"

"Not very long," the second-in-command replied in the
voice of a wronged hero. " I went up to Number Fifteen
after dinner to see if there was any message or anything
from Keats, and I waited there till nearly ten on the
chance of his corning, and then as he didn't turn up I
came on here. I found this girl here with Stavro. Nobody
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